jg The Two N ohle.K infmcn . 

Worth a god’s view : what prifonerwas cthat told mg 
When I enquired their names/ 

" Herald. We leave, they’r called 
Areite and PaUmon, 

Thef. Tis right, ihofe.chofe 
They are not dead ? 

Her. Nor in a ftate of life.had they bin taken 
^.Hearfesrea- When their laft hurts weie.given,twas poffible 
dy. They might have bin r.coveied; Yet they breathe 

And baue the name of men. 

Thef. Thejiljte^en ufe ’ em r . 

T he very lees ot luch(<flilIions of rates) 

Exceede the wine of others all our Surginns * 

Convent in their bthoofe, our ticheft balmes 
Rather then niggard waif, their lives concerne us, 

Much more then Thebs is worth, rather then have ’em 

Freed ofthi* plightjand in their morning ftate 
('Sound and at liberty)! would cm dead. 

But forty thouland fold, we had rather have ’em 
Prisoners to us.thtn death > Beare ’em fpeedily 
F*oni ou. kinde aire.to them unkinde, and minifier 
What man to man may doe for our fake more. 

Since 1 have knowne frights, fury ,friends,beheaftes, 

Loves, provocations, zeale, a iniftrisTaske,» 

Dtfirc ofliberty, a feavour, madues, 

Hath fet a rnarke which nature could not reach too 
Without fome impofitioo, ficknes in will 
Or wraftling ftrength in reafon, for our Love 
And great A p polios mercy, all our beft, 

Tneir beft skill tender, Leade into the Gitty, 

Where having bound things fcatterd,we will poft Tlorif, 
To Athens for our Army. Extent. 

CMftficke, 

Serena 5 . Enter the Queenes with (he Hearfes of their 
K night es, in a pane rail Solempnity, (fc , 


Ernes , and odours ^bring away, 
Yaf cur s^ghes, darken the day ; 


Cur 
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Our dele mere deadly lookesthan dying 
Balmes ,and Gummes,and4ttavj cheer es s 
Sacred vials fill’d with teares , 

And clamors through the wild, ayrefying , 

feme all fad, a nd folemf n e Shower, 

That are tjuid^eydfleafitrerfoes; 

We convent nought elfehnt woes, 

j.g#.Thi* funeral path, brings to your houftiolds grave: 
Joy ceaze on you againe: peace fleepe , ith Hm. 

2. fH*. And this to yours. 

I. Yours this way: Heavens leftd 

A thoufand differing waies,to one Cure end. 

3. Qu. This world’s a Citty full of ftraying Screetes, 
And Death’s the market place, where each one meetes. 

Exeunt fever ally. 


Aftus Secundus. 


Scxna I . Enter Jailer, and Wooer. 

Jailor. I may depart with little, while I live/ome thing I 
May caft to you, not much: Alas the Prifon I 
Kcepe, though it be for great ones, yet they feldome 
Come; Before one Salmon, you fhalltake a number 
Of Minnowcs.T am given out to be bet ter lyn d 
Then it can appeare,tome report is a true 
Speaker : I would I were really, that I ana 
Deliverd to be : Marry, what I have (be it what 
it will)lwill aflure upon my daughter at 
The day of ray death. . 

Wootr. Sir I demaund no more then your ownc oner, 

And I will eftateyour Daughter in what X 
Hayepromifed, , 

D Jailor. 
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